THE WOUNDED

October 30$, 1937.

1 HIS IS WHAT I WAS TOLD BY HENK S. WITH WHOM

I spent some time in Madrigueras. Suffering from
a poisoned cheek, he was lying for some weeks in a
hospital solely occupied by patients who had to be
artificially fed. The greater part of them had been
hit by dum-dum bullets or shell splinters, and had
lost their lower jaw with a portion of their vocal
organs. Perpetual silence reigned in the wards.
Their convalescence was a long martyrdom. Every-
day the doctors cut from their thighs small pieces
of flesh which were then grafted on to the lower part
of their cheek. The raw, red flesh gave them a
repellent appearance. Many of the foreigners made
themselves a nuisance to the nurses owing to their
nervous condition. Others, like sick animals, with-
drew into themselves, and were filled with sombre
forebodings of the future. The Spanish boys, on
the other hand, who for the greater part were very
young, had apparently learnt from their early
youth to suffer hunger, cold, and misery7 with a
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